CHAPTER ELEVEN
IT WAS  ON A SATURDAY   AFTERNOON,  AS  HE WAS
getting ready to go out, that Werendonk was struck
by the spotlessness of everything in the house. He
had paid no attention to the fact that Stien was
working harder, but now he recalled that he never
went into the passage, up the stairs or into any
of the rooms, without seeing her busy with cleaning
materials or a leather, and the sound of the pump
in the yard or of water running from the spout into
a pail could be heard the whole day long. Not a
speck was to be seen on the floors or the window-sills,
often they were damp; the cupboards and chairs
shone and the copper looked like new. And all
the time she sang. Her songs, which could be heard
in the shop, had been getting on his nerves, par-
ticularly the lugubrious ditty that began : " Without
father or mother, I take up my cross,'* and he had
told her two or three times already not to sing so
much. He realised that she did it without thinking,
but it irritated him. It was certainly not high
spirits that made her do it, and there was enough
sadness without being reminded of it.   Werendonk
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